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IN blooming youth and virgin beauty gay, 
f The hours, roſe-crown'd, lead on the infant 


„ 
Their ſmiles, with gentle affluence, promiſe May, 
And the new ſpring revives the heart of care; 


Emblem of youth and love, with genial force 


Compels half-willing nature to be bleſt ; 
The rigour ſooths of the primceval curſe, 


And with abundant warmth inſpires her breaft, 


Methinks, ſi upported by a ſilver fleece, 
I ſee the vernal pow'r all bright ariſe ; 
Encircling ſplendor, lambent from his face, 
Spreads new effulgence o'er the Joyf ul ſkies, 


Love, at his feet, ſurveys his ſtore of arms, 
The future bane of many a youth and maid ; 
Spring gives a livelier force to love's alarms, 

Who meditates new conqueſts by his aid. 


On * him a choir of radiant forms attend; 
Plenty, with hand benign ſupplying wants ; 
Pleaſure, with heighten'd ſmile by ſenſe reſtrain'd,. 
And health, whoſe ruddy cheek fair Virtue paints. 
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There too harmonious move the virgin nine, 
Queens of ſoft ſong, and fancy's rapture ſweet; 
With her, whoſe hand directs by art divine 
The painter's thoughts in blended dyes to meet. 


Sec calm philoſophy, ſerenely bleſt, 

With chearful aſpect ſmiles, compos'd and even; 
Reſlection, comrade of the ſage's breaſt, | 
And contemplation, with her eye on Heaven. 


Hark! how the ſpring ſalutes the ſmiling dawn, 
And calls young Phoebus earlier from the Eaſt; 
To taſte the fragrance of the dewy lawn, 

While nature pours her ſweets to grace the Feaſt. 


Mean while their notes the warbling band ſupply, 
Sweet band! by love's ſoft pow'r both taught and 
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The lark, high-tow'ring thro' the vocal ſky; 
The linnet, chantreſs of the lowly mead : 


The red-plum'd robin, gentle friend of man; 
The goldfinch, dreſt by nature's laviſh hand; 
The lonely cuckoo, the aſpiring wren, 
Call'd by the ſpring, obey the kind command. 


Nor let the conſtant turtle be forgot, 

Whoſe plaints the ſympathizing boſom move; z 

Who feels the ill-requited lover's lot, 
And does not figh to hear the turtle s love? 


Thee too, ſwift herald of the ſummer's beam, 
Fleeting as vows, profeſſing woman ſwears ; 
Soon as I ſee thee ſkim the curled ſtream, 
My heart attempts to break the yoke it bears, 
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Hail ſpring ! whoſe ſmiles the gloom of grief can chear, 
Make anxious prudence wear the face of folly ; 
Turn ſorrow's edge, and ſhew acute deſpair, 
Transform'd to pleaſing, penſive melancholy. 


Come, ye dear partners of my lonely hours, 

Silence and muſing thought, and fancy free, 

My only miſtreſs now ! the rural pow'rs 

Call us the Landſcape of the ſpring to ſee. 

Hence empty noiſe ; far hence more empty croud ; 
Trim ſons of faſhion, or the ſordid race! 

Of prejudice and vain opinion proud ; 

Hence, from the ſilent, unworn paths of peace. 


Secure from theſe, by gentle fancy led, 

I mount the ſummit of a pendant hill; 

The feather'd ſpring ſings round me as I tread, 
And ſcarce admits to hear the diſtant rill. 


Hence I ſurvey th' indented vale below, 

Silver'd in mazes by the riv'let clear; 

While. on the banks a thouſand Indias blow, 
The voluntary fragrance of the year. 


The tender prim-roſe, child of matin dew ; 
The velvet cowſlip, waving in the wind; 
Sweet violets, ſurpaſſing Tyrian blue, | 
And pale Narciſſus, with ſad head reclin'd. 


Nor is there not the golden crocus there, 

And lady's ſmock, unſpotted as a maid ; 
The paſt'ral diffadil, and wood-bine fair; 
And carpet daiſies, oer the meadow ſpread. 


Now 
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N ow am'rous Zephyr ſighs in rich perfumes, 


Flora his vows in hawthorn bow'rs receives, 
While loſt in joy he trembles o'er the blooms, 
And _—_ complying flower {preads its leaves, 


'Theſe nature yields to deck the rural fair, 
Or wreathe in garlands ſacred to the May; 


The nymph as ſweet, who binds with theſe her hair, 


_— who the — bears, the youth as g. 


Not fach the unwilling rarder' s foppiſh growth, 


Gaudy from dung and forc'd to be mature ; 
Theſe know no gard'ner but the kindly ſouth, 
| Alike from art, from toil, from av'rice pure. 


So the uncourtly nymph, with native grace 


And charms unborrow'd, can create deſire 


Sooner than ſhe, whoſe bluſh-diſſembling face, 


Tho' rob'd in gold, but kindles painted fire, 


While thus I moralize the ruſtic ſong, 


Another object calls me from my theme, 


To where the prat'ling riv'let ſteals along, 


And * ſmiles at Sol's reflected beam. 


5 Near this I view, (amid ſurrounding trees, 


The rev'rend rook's abode) a pile appear, 
Which nodding o'er the ſtream it's turrets ſees 
Dance on the wave, aſcending downward es. 


The frowns of th time infurrow deep it's walls, 


Whilom the feat of mirth and ſoeial j Joys 3 


All round infinuating 1 Ivy crawls, 


And, W and it's patron's ſtrength deſtroys. 
Here 
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Here as I muſe, inſpir'd with ſacred awe, 
Methinks I ſee the pomp of antient knights, 
Whoſe ſouls, devoid of all but honour's law, 
Knew not to call the pranks of vice, delights, 


Their healthful Dames, to merit only kind, 
Join'd ſplendid in the ſtately maſque ſecure ; 

Where not a thought to ribaldry inclin'd ; 
No glowing cheek confeſt a bluſh 1 pars. 


Methinks I hear the trumpet's filver ſound, 

| Which calls the warriors, arm'd in beauty's cauſe ; 
While mimick gods, invok'd, deſcend around, 
And harmony demands and gives applauſe. 


Or elſe “ inſtruction clad in myſtic lays, 

Gives ſenſe a form, and makes ſage prudence plead : 
Tho' pleaſure's pow'r deludes a thouſand ways, 
Virtue, in vain oppreſt, exalts her head. 


Then the ſweet numbers tune the raptur'd foul, 
And + Laws and Milton join their ſacred arts; 

Unlike the modern, midnight revel foul, 
Where pageant folly draws unthinking hearts. 


Still o'er the halls, if rural fame be true, OOO 
When moonlight gleams the ſolemn duſk pervade, 

The dapper fairies dance, a joyous crew! 

And pace with many a round the ſilent ſhade. 


In antique guiſe array'd, they court their dames, 
Trip o'er the field, and up the wood - land ſtray; 
Or feaſt on moſly banks, where darkling fireams 
Flow murm' ring on, __— for the day. | 
| , 
s See Comus and many thay of the fame nature. 
1 A famous 9 in King Charles the Firſt's * 
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But when the cock his morning ſong eflays, 
And now the dappled dawn contends with night; 
Quick to mid air, where meteors faintly blaze, 
They fly and loſe their ſubtle forms in light. 


Their ſootiteps, i in my morning walk, I trace 
Where the ſhort herb a ſmoother verdure yields ; 

In gliſt'ning circles, o'er the varnith'd graſs, 
Till noon-day Phoebus dries the moiſt'ned fields. 


My eager eye thence all around I feaſt, 
From the pale Willow bending o'er the flood, 
To where white torrents pour with frothy haſte, 
Or ſullen wander thro' th' embowring wood. 


Far in blue diſtance, fainter mountains riſe, 
Loft in the clouds, and ſcarce diſtin& to ſight ; 
While various colours tinge the orient ſkies, 
Here N fleeces, there an azure bright. 


A thouſand dyes, a thouſand ul ſhapes, 
Cloathe the embroider'd clouds with nameleſs hues, 


Vet this unheeded, ew ry eye eſcapes, 
Unleſs a poet or a painter views. 


O happy arts! who ev'ry charm improve, 
That nature ſhews to glad the human breaſt ; 

*Tis yours, the latent ſprings of joy to move, 
And teach the mind from trifles to be bleſt l 


7 a> 55 
* p tot fl 


The E ND. 


